424	GREAT TRADE ROUTE
light bills—or better still, can ram your spring and run a
dynamo . . . why I don't see why you should ever feel poor.
5
But the lot of the wage-slave in a city. . . .
I don't know anything about it.  But there are certain
passions and anxieties that are shared by all humanity,
. . . And then I am a novelist and it's part of my job to
work myself into the minds of all sorts of people. . . . And
then one has glimpses. . . .
§
When I had the English Review, one day a tall fellow came in
and told me I had made a mistake in something I had
written—about Workmen's Insurance—in my last editorial.
I don't know whether he convinced me, but he was very
intelligent and well-read and he sat down and we began to
chat. He had been a skilled artisan, doing well. . . . Nice
house, wife, and children. . . . And if England is politically
intelligent it is that class who make her so, and if the English
at home are—as they are—attractive and kindly, it is because
England more and more assimilates her manners and
thoughts to those of that type amongst her inhabitants.
... It can't be otherwise. Public education has taken that
country in hand after three-quarters of a century, and don't
you forget.
Well, that fellow chatted, and I happened to say some-
thing. ... I suppose about Progress. , . . He was well
dressed in a sort of blue reefer, naval type thing. . . . And
he sprang up and shook his fist at the ceiling ... at God,
I suppose . . . and shouted:
"Progress. ... By God, if I could have been born
six hundred years ago and could have been a serf with an
iron collar round my neck I ought to have gone down on
my knees and thanked the Almighty who made me with the
tears streaming down my cheeks. . . ."
He had been some sort of master artisan. ... I thint a
combmaker with four or five hands under him. . , . But
machinery had bankrupted him. He could not get taken

